
The contention of the two famouo Ho ufe s? 

Chf. That’s my office for my fathers death. 

Queene. Yet ftay,and lets heare thcOrifonshe makes. 

Yorke She wolfe of France,but worfc then wolues of France ; 
Whofe tongue’s more poifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How lllbefeemingis it in thy fexe. 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vponhis woes, whom Fortune captiuates ? 

But that thy face is vifard-likc vnchanging. 

Made impudent by vfe ofeuill deeds ; 

I would affay .proud Quecne to make thee blufti. 

To tell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’dc, 

T’were ftiame enough to fhame thee, were thou not flbamciefft e 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples j 
Of both the fifties ,zi\& lerufalem , 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englilh yeoman. 

Hath thatpoore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Quecne, 

VnleCfe the Adage muft be verifide ; 

That beggers mounted.run their horfe to death. 

Tis beauty, that oft makes w omen proud ; 

ButGod he wots.thy (hare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine. 

The want thereofmakcs thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good. 

As the tsfntipodes are vnto vs, 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide } 

How couldft thou draine the lifeblood of the childc, 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible. 

Thou indurate,fterne, rough, tcmorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

Wouldft haue me weepe ? why fo.thou haft thy wifh* 

For raging vvindes blow vp a ftorme of teares. 


Yorke and Lancaster* 

And when the rage alaes,the raine begins. 

Thefe tearcs are my fweet Rut lands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French-woman, 
AW^.Befhrew me but his paflions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

2V%.That face of his, the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d wich bloud j 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 

0 ten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

See ruthlcffe Quecne, z haplefle fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my fweete boy. 

And loe,with teares I wafh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and goboaft of that. 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers will ftied teares, 

I,eucn my foes will ftied faft falling teares, 
and fay,alaflc,it was apitteous deed. 

Here,take the crowne,and with the crowne my curfe, 
and in thy need, luch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted Clifford, tzhe me from the world. 

My foulc to heaucn,my blood vpon your heads. 

NorthddzA he bin flaughterman of all nry kin, 

1 could not chufe but weepe with him, to fee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

i?#.What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland '? 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

Cliff. There's for my oath.there’s for my fathers death. 
^»ec».And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde. 
7V%.Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

My foule flies foorth to meete with thee. 

JQueene.Oft with his head,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 

So Yorks may ouer-Iooke the T owne of Yorke . 

Exeunt slants* 
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